DISASTER
my hearts! Tare, yare! ' * That will do for the
present,5 says Mark in comment, ' let us yare
a little now, for a change.' But compare the
author himself as the Sieur de Conte, when he
says of the fighting outside of Orleans: * We
had a long tough piece of work before us, but
we carried it through before night, Joan keeping
us hard at it. . . . Everybody was tired out
with this long day's hard work' Picturesque,
isn't it ? But is this mediaeval hand-to-hand,
fighting or setting ten thousand ems of type ?
Pretty exhausting, evidently, this mediaeval
combat. A man deserves his supper after it.
Shakespeare on the deck of a ship * has
nothing on this.5
What is more, all the Sieur de Gonte's knights
and squires seem somehow to come from Mis-
souri or Illinois. He says that Catherine
Boucher belonged to Orleans, France, yet
somehow she seemed to suggest Keoktik, Iowa.
Even Joan and her enemies and her judges
sound like a book of quotations. In fine, Mark
Twain should have been content to remain
Mark Twain, if he could face the ignominy of
being a * funny ' writer and live it down.
He was under the impression that he had
c spent twelve years of preparation on this book.'
But as the years from 1883 to 1895 saw also